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And forth, in wild commotion,

They rush, not knowing where;
In tumult Hke the ocean,

When mad his billows are.

Then, as these things assail'd him,

He wist not what to do;
His knighthood almost f ail'd Mm

Amid that hellish crew.

Then to his soul appeareth

The hour the Duke did die ;
His friend's faint prayer he heareth,

He sees Ms fading eye.

And so his mind's in armour,

And hope is conquering fear;
When see, the fiendish Charmer

Himself comes piping near!

His sword to draw he essayeth,

And smite the caitiff dead;
But as the music playeth,

His strength is from him fled.

And from the mountains issue

Crowds of distorted forms,
Of Dwarfs a boundless tissue

Come simmering round in swarms,

The youths, possess'd, are running

As frantic in the crowd:
In vain is force or cunning;

In vain to call aloud.

And hurries on by castle,

By tower and town, the rout;
Like imps in hellish wassail,

With cackling laugh and shout.

He too is in the rabble;

May not resist their force,
Must hear their deafening babble,

Attend their frantic course.

But now the Hill appeareth,

And music comes thereout;
And as the Phantoms hear it,

They halt, and raise a shout.

The Mountain starts asunder,

A motley crowd is seen;
This way and that they wander,

In red unearthly sheen.